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quiet as silk in here. D'you know," he went on, turning to
Lewis, "she used to come to this room when she was a
child and curl up in that chair and sit like a mouse for
hours. God knows why. I must have been dull company."
"I thought you might talk to me," she replied. "You
never did."
"Well," said van Leyden, "what was there to talk to
you about?"
Ballater, seeing that her face was changed, had knotted
his brow; her seriousness perplexed him. He tried to draw
her from it, but his light-hearted question missed its mark.
She was staring at the armchair towards which van Leyden
had pointed and from it raised her eyes to the window in a
long abstracted look. Then, with a little wrench of her
whole body, she roused herself and was Ballater's again.
The cloud had passed; van Leyden had not perceived it;
his hand was on Lewis's arm.
"Come," he said. "I promised to show you the library
since you're interested in such things. We can leave these
children to amuse themselves."
The tower, van Leyden explained as they crossed the
hall, had been greatly changed since it was built; or, rather,
not the tower itself, but the approaches to it, for it had
survived a fire at the end of the eighteenth century by
which a great part of the old castle had been gutted. Only
the topmost storey could be reached by the main staircase.
The lowest—"we dine there when there's a big party"—
was approached through the drawing-rooms and a long
series of passages and antechambers. Thence a stair built
into the thickness of the wall led up into the library.
"The stair stops here?" said Lewis when they stood in
the great circular room.
Van Leyden pointed to an oak door opposite that by
which they had entered.
"There used to be another wall-stair going upward. But
it's black and slippery—none too safe. Not used now....
Nor is the library, if it comes to that."

